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Rope Burn 


Its simple; just go to any nightclub on any night of the week, pick out the one you want, say a few magic 
words, and they come back to your place.. just like that. Complement their silly hair, ridiculous clothes or their 
awful makeup and you're in. 


Girls are easy; that's why | make them my target. A few nights ago, | picked up this girl named, well, | can't 
remember. Who cares? She probably never told me to begin with. Her hair was bleached blonde, teased and 
hairsprayed into a fine mess, too much eyeliner and lipstick that's too red. They all pretty much look like that 
these days. What | wouldn't give for a slut wearing nothing but a short shirt, no panties and the inability to 
say no. It would save me work on a night when l'm too tired to deal with all the trash you find in the clubs. 


But if | want my dick sucked, | have to do a little bit of work first. 


l'm famous. Lead singer in a band, and you'd better believe that gets you places. I've been up to my neck in 
pussy for years, but that doesn't come without its share of burdens; chicks get crazy sometimes. They either 
get way to into it or they get scared when they see my house. Looks normal enough on the outside, but the 
inside is a bit..sadistic. Lots of my toys are lying around the house, which is mostly devoid of furniture. My 
bedroom is the one that scares them more than anything. There is a bare mattress on the floor and a pole 
with ropes tied to it a few steps away. The pole is not close enough to the bed for me to be able to fuck 


them while they are tied to it, so it leads them to wonder what the pole is for. The ones who stick around find 


out soon enough. 


A few nights ago, the lucky girl's name was Starla. Her real name? No. None of the girls ever give their real 
name and that's fine with me. | won't be seeing them again, anyway. She was clad from head to toe in leather. 
Something about that smell makes me rock-hard. | approached her calmly, slowly, her grin growing wider and 
harder to hide with each step | took toward her. Her smile displayed a row of white teeth that cocaine had not 
yet darkened and asked if she could buy me a drink. An unusual offer, but why not? | sipped the drink calmly 
as she asked me the usual questions about life on the road, the next tour, where we came up with the name 
of the band and on and on. | pretended to listen for a while as she talked, jumping from the subject of her new 
leather boots to her new life here in the city. | only gave her small grins, looking over her every curve as she 
spoke. Her tits weren't very big, but they were round and slightly swollen from what | took to be the 
beginnings of arousal. She liked how | was looking at her; she was getting off on it. 


Not much more conversation was needed and we were off to my place, an eager spring in her step as she 
walked. She talked faster, nervous perhaps, maybe just eager. Either way its a good sign when a girl does that. 
The ones who do are less likely to leave. It's a few blocks from that particular club to my place and she talked 
the whole way there. | unlocked the front door and allowed her to walk in first. | can be quite a gentleman 
when | want to be. She looked around at the Spartan décor of the house and a hush overtook her that was 


almost eerie. She looked left and right, and a sudden panic could be seen in her eyes. 
"Are you okay?" | asked quietly. 


She was quiet for a second, then looked back at me. Her eyes said no but her voice said yes. Now comes the 


hard part: convincing her that everything would be alright and to stay. 
"Can | get you something to drink?" | questioned, knowing that her answer would be ‘no! 
"No," she replied 


"The bedroom is this way," | gestured, placed a hand on her shoulder and pointing down the hall with the other. 
She walked carefully in that direction, a halt to her step rather than a spring. It seems forever that we spent 
walking down the long hallway to the bedroom. | walked into the bedroom before her and turned on the light so 
she could see exactly what she was getting into. Mattress, pole, rope. Nothing more. No silk sheets or satin 
pillows. Just items which promised sex in a pure, raw form. | always hope that when | sit out a bottle of 
lubricant that it will ease some of the tension, so | got the lube that | stashed under the edge of the bed and 
lay it on the floor. Her eyes shifted to it and back to me. | walked over to her and took her by the hand. 


| ran the back of my hand down the side of her face and stroked it gently. Her eyes fluttered and she took a 
breath that seemed to ease her mind. | pulled her close and kissed her deeply, knowing that her lipstick would 
probably smear onto my mouth but not caring. | wanted her to think | cared so even if | don't enjoy kissing, | 
still do it. | am a fabulous kisser so it's believable. After a few moments she began to kiss me back, her eyes 
closed in a sort of fairytale bliss and | waited until | heard the telltale moan that indicated she was ready. | slid 


my hand under her skirt silently, edging my finger beneath the elastic of her panties. Her fear did little to 
diminish her arousal, and my finger was wet the moment | touched her pussy. She let out a deeper moan, that 


time seeming completely unafraid of me, though | was certain that would soon change. | was correct. 


| broke contact with my lips but not with my hand. | watched as her eyes rolled back into her head. Being a 
bass player gives me a natural advantage when it comes to fingering and | use it well. A few girls have told 
me | set a new standard, but then again, those are girls | chose to be tender with. Anyone I've ever had a 
shred of natural affection for | have always treated delicately. When | want to get off, | come much harder 
when I'm aggressive and that night was no exception | went from teasing the outside to plunging in three 
fingers, hard and unforgiving. Her eyes flew open and she cried out, her face contorted with pain. Maybe | 
should have only used two, but I've never been one for moderation | worked them in and out, preparing her 
for what | knew would be the biggest cock she'd ever taken | know my dick is big; I've been told so many times 
and it was written in the fear all over the girl's faces I've fucked in the past. Its no fun just shoving it in, so | 


always give a little preparation. 


| held her tight in my grip so she didn't fall backward. Her moans became less and less agonizing and soon 


turned into sounds resembling enjoyment, so | knew | could make my move. 


"Strip," | told her simply, and she did as she was told. Her eyes stayed glued to the floor as she slowly got 
naked, a look of shame replacing fear. | could tell she was rethinking every decision she had made recently, 
even wondering how she even got to my place that night. How did a girl from small-town-wherever wind up 
taking her clothes for Blackie Lawless in a disgusting house and letting him use her as his sex toy? She would 


probably wonder that the rest of her life. 


Finally she was naked, her hair somehow far messier than it was a moment ago. | licked my lips at the sight of 
her, then wiped my mouth with the back of my hand at the taste of her lipstick. She stood there, wringing her 


hands and shaking nervously. | felt myself smirking. | can't help but smile when | see a girl like that. 
"Kneel down," | said and she slowly obeyed. "Put your hands behind your back." 


Surprisingly not a word of protest came from her mouth, only a simple act of obedience. She extended her 
arms backward and | tied them behind the pole just enough to stay tied..just enough to turn her wrists that 
fun shade of pink that | love so much. | coaxed her to back up just a little so | could tie her feet behind the 


pole as well. Now in a state of complete submission, the real fun began. 


| got naked then and she kept her face to the floor, breathing quietly. Instead of letting each piece of clothing 
drops to the floor | tossed it, the leather making a smacking sound on the dirty carpet. She flinched each time 
but made not a sound | approached her and kneeled down, noticing then that her eyes were closed. | placed my 
hand on her chin and slowly lifted her eyes to mine and she opened them. Her eyes were locked to mine, full of 
unshed tears and unblinking. It was like she was trying to look in my eyes to see what | was planning to do to 
her, but my solid stare matched with my crooked grin left everything secret. Only after | shifted away from 
her and stood again did she notice my cock, and that's when the fear spread over her face in a way that 


always made it completely hard. Any sudden movements at that point would have made her scream, so | took 


extra care to go slowly. 


| turned around and laid down on the carpet, this time on my back between her legs. | slowly urged her legs 
apart with my hands, tapping them when they were as far apart as they would go as if to say, "Good girl" | 
carefully pushed myself back and began licking her pussy, something | don't typically enjoy with these little 
one-night stands but do out of sheer necessity. | know that if these women feel some pleasure that they are 
less likely to think l'm raping them or worse yet, file a police report. I've had that happen before, prior to 
perfecting my method of getting what | want. 


| closed my eyes as | worked my tongue around her folds, tasting her wetness and heat. She seemed not to 
want me to do it, so | pulled her into my face, pushing my tongue into her moist hole. Even that seemed to be 
too much for her to handle. | felt her body straining even to take that, so | groaned inwardly, knowing I'm going 
to have to do it for a while to get her ready. My head was touching the pole as | lay beneath her and | wished 
she would have moved forward but | had no way to tell her. At this point if | would have asked her anything it 
would have been ‘When was your last shower?! She tasted of leather and sweat and | was not pleased. She on 
the other hand seemed happy. The noises she made sounded like those of someone willingly receiving. Her 
sounds soon became almost robotic and | was bored, so | got up and turned around. A look of euphoria was 
soon washed away and she suddenly remembered where she was. The rude awakening silenced her once again 


and she dropped her gaze. 


She must not have expected my next move because she gasped and struggled for balance. | lifted her up and 
held her nearly eye level to me. Her feet and hands were still tied so she remained in place with no hope of 
escape. | looked down at my dick and so did she. The terror in her eyes went away the second | pressed her 
body to mine with one arm and inserted my fingers again, this time thrusting slower. True, her cunt was far 
wetter than it had been and if she would relax she could easily have taken it, but | didn't tell her that. A few 
seconds later | withdrew and slid her down onto my cock. Her breathing stopped until | was about half way in 
and she let out this bizarre muffled sound, even though there was nothing in her mouth to muffle the noise. | 


could tell she wanted to get away but was too scared to even try. 


She was so tight and her pussy was unbelievably wet. Maybe at some point she came while | was eating her 
out but | didn’t really notice. | wait in anticipation for the time | can get off so all | notice is my own aching 
need. All | wanted then was to be completely enclosed by her cunt so | held her with the one arm and forced 
her down with the other. Her first real scream is heard and | gasped loudly at the bliss | felt. | waited for her 
to open her eyes so | could start moving, which took about a minute. Rather than look me in the eyes she 
leaned over and put her head on my chest, an act normally reserved for two lovers instead of a hunter and 
his prey. My arms easily lifted her small frame up and down on my cock, her tightness getting me closer to 
orgasm quicker than usual. This went on for a few minutes until | felt myself about to come, so | pulled out 
and sat her on the floor again. | felt my labored breathing slow after a bit and reached behind her to untie 
the ropes. 


The shade of pink | saw only fueled my libido and | was ready to finish. Sometimes | like to wait a while, grab a 
drink and relax before coming but that night | couldn't wait. Her arms and feet were completely covered in 


rope burn, and | was rock hard at the sight. | carried her to the mattress and placed her on her stomach. | 


thought her legs might not hold her up so | settled on her back, staying partially on her and knowing that my 


weight would crush her if | wasn't careful. See? | can be caring when | want to be. 


| pushed her legs apart and entered her again, the position somehow making her feel even tighter. | groaned 
loudly and thrust in and out as fast as | could. | laughed loudly, thinking how her pussy would be sore for a 
few days. It's funny to me how women can give pleasure only if they hurt in return. | have little respect if 


any for the women who throw themselves at me; they know what they are getting into and if they don't, they 
learn pretty quickly. 


| thrust harder and harder and | heard the sound of my balls smacking against her, one of my favorite sounds. 
| pulled out when | felt myself about to come and let my juices shoot onto her back. Nothing is better than 
coming inside of a woman, but | only do that to girls | actually care about. | won't lie, it would be nice to find 
one of those again, but good chicks are hard to find; especially when you're famous. Whores flock to you in 


droves, but anyone with a soul is pretty much non-existent. 


A few moments later | lifted myself off of her and told her she could leave. She got up, never once looking 
back at me, put her clothes on as | was lighting a cigarette and left long before | was finished smoking it. She 
looked at her clothes like she didn't want to put them on. Must have been ashamed of herself for looking that 
way in the first place. 


Tramps are a dime a dozen in this city; that's just a fact. If I'd paid that much for each one I've bedded since 
I've been here, | would still be just as filthy rich as | am now. These girls mean nothing to me, to themselves 
or to anyone else. | fantasize sometimes about killing them but that would be far too much work to hide, not 
to mention clean up. | suppose until | find a cheaper thrill Ill just keep doing this. The only downside is, when | 
wake up from these long nights, | have to shower the whore smell off of me. Small price to pay | guess, since 


girls in this town not only sell their pussies cheap, but most of them will give it to you for free. 


And no matter how rich you are, free pussy is still a thrill. 


